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that will make your eyes open wide with suffering, just say som-
more insulting words.   You are rude, country woman.

MAID. You are like the thief who, on entering a house at niaht
and rinding the owner sleeping peacefully inside, shouts, 'Help, help
I find a stranger here!' Man, you smell of the wilderness, even your
voice is rough and rude. The world is indeed a strange place when
there are men like you who can accuse a palace-born of being uncul-
tured. Madman, foolish man, stupid man, your hour has come, your
face ^vill soon be distorted with heavy punishment as a wicked
criminal. I go to fetch my mistress.                                           rj? -*i